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THE NEUTRALS
THE Balkans are a massive mountain chain, as threatening and as savage as their name* implies; and even as their glittering quartz is broken by dull grey volcanic rock, so the twenty-five million inhabitants of the peninsula wear a veneer of Western civilisation over their passionate natures. The West sought to dupe them with its sciences and arts, but they in return shocked the peoples of Europe with their Asiatic ways, rolling down into the plains like lava from their volcanoes. What do we care for Serbian comitadjis fighting against the Bulgarian Tsar, for cities whose very names our tongues can scarcely get round ? For the duel between two dynasties in Serbia and their struggle with Greeks and Albanians for a Macedonia which has laid dark and almost unknown since the days of Alexander the Great? For the hospodars of Wallachia, and the intrigues of their successors between Russia and Turkey, for Bessarabia ? Of what value to us are the subterranean ways of the last Sultans, who by poison and dagger built up a sovereignty on the heaped corpses of whole nations, and left a tradition of murder and brigandage behind them? "Not worth the bones of a Pomeranian Grenadier"
At first they were too crafty to make a decision. All five Balkan countries remained neutral during the first months or years.
Roumania had secretly, long before, joined the Triple. Alliance; but it was soon to be seen how that Quadruple Alliance remained in practise a Dual Alliance. .When Count Czernin, the new Austrian Minister, proposed, a year before the war, that the secret treaty should be sub-
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\s in cipher, according to whether the enemy returned a refusal or no answer at all. The Ambassador had thus nothing to do beyond carrying the message.ally the Prime Minister on whom he has just
